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. When Women Took Snuff,

QU‘BEN CHARLOTTE opened a snuff account at the Old

| Snuff House in Haymarket, in 1709, and continued

without a break until 1818. Princess Qurlom (in 1809)
and Princess Elizabeth (1812) weré good customers.
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Dramatic Story of a Devoted Hus-
band Who Discovers His Wife Is

In Love With Another Man

#  This story has been made into a 4

Dmm»m

~ keetion of Albert Capellunl and is
released as a Paramount pleture.

The Story So Far

Frank Manners, an artlst of
reputation, s doing soms work
for a rich woman In California,
He has always been devotedly
attached to his wifs Diana. He
reads over her letters of the
last few mqgnths and feels that
she I8 neglecttng thelr small
daughter Tam. He decldes to go
East without letting Diana know
beforehand. On the train he meets
& hunter who tells him a tale of
& wild goose. Manners spends a
wakeful night reviewing his mar-
ried life with Diana.

s By Gouverneur Morris

e
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Alth-r of “His Daughter,” “When

My Ship Comes Im™ “The Seven
Darlingn, and Other
Notable Fietion.

E would tell Tam that he had

come home because he could
not bear to stay away from
Eher any longer.

With thoughts of the welcome
'thq. he would have from Tam peace
came to him. He no longer tried
Sto account for the Intultion that was

urrying him home, and, his sheets
and blankets in a cindery snarl, hs
.jott]ed into the position in which
¥aleep would presently find him, and
gn little later dreamed that he was
an old gray gooss who had

{s mate, and could not Dbear to

Mive any longer, and that he was
volplaning down from the skies

Productions under the masterly di-

lost”

} straight for the muszzle of a double-

barreled shotgun. * * *

CHAPTER III.

Francls Manners kept out of
as much ks possible, And the small
apartment which he rented in the 60's
was usually spoken of as his wife's.
It was almost entirely for her con-
venlence that the msmall suite of
small, rooms had been rented at all,
and In the cholese of the wall
papers, chintzes and furnishings his
taste hall not been consulted. Nor
had Diana given free rein to her
own., Her taste ran to extremely
expensive simplieity.

And although the effect of the
apartment was simplée enough, It
had been achieved at a very small
expenss. Only the llnem and the
tolles articles on Diana's dressing-
table showed that she could be ex-
travagant,

Francla Manners had driven 4i-
rectly from tAe Grand Central Sta-
tion te his club, in Forty-third
street. From there he had telephoned
first to his home In Old Westbury.
* Tam had reached an age when she
delighted to answer the telsphone,
and when he heard her shrill volce
saying: ““What (s It, plia? he ba-
gEan to tremble all over.

“Who are you? he asked In a
disgulsed volce. He heard the re-
cealver drop. He heard her ery-
ing: “It's Fazxzer! It's Fazszer™

Then he heard the cool and qulet
voles of Diana's mother. There was
laughter In it

“Tam is so excited that she can’t

speak,” she sald., ‘But where are
yout™
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. A scene frnm the forthcommg motmn picture, ‘‘The W

Wild Goose.”” Frank Manners, arriving home unexpectedly,

finds Ogden Fenn with Diana, his wife. Diana is surprised at her husband’s return.

"“Diana went to town yesterday.
Have you telephoned the apart-
ment?™

“Thought I'd try home first. Di4
she Intend to come out to the eoun-

“In New York. Is Diana there?

Something told him that Diana I
was not thers, nor she would now be
audible {n the family group at the |
other end of the telephone,

try this afternoon,
know?'

“She sald she would try. But, of
course, you'll ind her and bring her
out., You can’'t very well say what

or don't yeu

But

train, ean you? what brings
you back ™

“One thing and another. Are you
all well? )

“Very. Tam especially.”
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HE WILD GOOSE & GOUVERNEUR MORRI

At the

\“Isn't that fine!”™ ~he exclaimed.
“Isn't that fine!"

“Walt & moment. Tam seems o
think she can speak now.” Again
the child’s shrill voles started up
the beating of his heart,

‘I couldnt belleve It wn
she sald, “IL was so excited™

“l wish you ecould see how ex-
cited father 1s,” sald Manners. “He's
shaking llke a leaf on & tree. And
he’s golng to come out to the coun-
try just as soon as ever he can
find mother and catch a train, and,
of course, the quicker you and I
stop talking, the quicker I can find
mothor,' and so my own darling
goodbye to you, and take good care
of yourself.” He stepped out of
the booth and gave the number of

you,’

' Diana’s apartment,

Diana‘'s mald, Hlilda,
him, and told him that Mrs, Man-
ners had gome out for lunch; she,
Hilda, could not say where. Hoe
also gathered that when his wife
went out ,to lunch she nearly al-
ways came back about thres,

He had counted somehow on get-
ting In touch with Diana at once,
and he ecame out of the booth with

an unreasonable feeling of depres-
glon. The truth was that hs was
very tired after his long Journey
across the continent; tired bodily,
optically and mentally,

He telephoned - to SBherry's, Del-
monico's and the Colony Club, but
Diana was at none of these. And
as it was now a quarter before two
he felt he ought to think of his own
junch. This is the end, thought he
had also ordered chicken livers Aqui-

answered-
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taine, consisted of half-a
Cotuit oysters and a cup of cafe
lalt.

The keen appetite vwith which he Lf
had entered the club had left him. \‘: ]
He did not feel like speaking u;ﬁr ’
anyone, but for once he seemed to
know half the men in the dining
room, and as he had been away ;
so long many of them came to N.l
table to welcome him back, so that .

he was half an hour ovér a meal
that shouldn't have wasted tem
minutes.

It was half-past two when he !
put down his traveling bag in the
tiny entrance hall of Diana's apart-
ment, and looked at his watch, He
would have to walt at least half an .
hour before he saw h r. And if not
interminable, It seemed at the least =
an important period of time. Hs
epent most of it on his feet, and &
quarter hour (double the length of
the half) as well.

It wasn't in any way Diana's
fault. He would have been the first
to admit that. And Iif he did not
exactly blame her at least he felt
Irritated with her; not steadily, but
by fits and starts. Sometimes, at
the sight of something which re-
minded him of her loveliness and
charm-—the mirror on her dregsing
table, for Instance—an Iineffable
tenderness came over him, aad he
drew long, slow breatha '

There were some new books on . '
the -drawing room table and he
paused, In his caged prowlings, to
examine the titles: “Twinkletoes,

“The ldiot,” “The SBeven That Were

Hanged.” And when he had lookea
at the fly-leaves of these book:

Manners knew that someons whém

Diana liked had given them to her .
because she had taken the troubls

to write her name In them. Would

she never come?

Copyright, 1921, International Features Ser-
vice, Ine.
(To be continued Tomerrew.)
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o By Beatrice Fairfax

Whe Occuples a Uwique Position In

Writing Werld as an Autherity
on the Probloms of Giris.

E sneer at bullfights We
[ hold up our hands in horror
at the thought of the glad-
Matorial contests of sarly days. Yet
gwe turn our thumbs down exactly
"as they ussd to do in the days of
gths gladiators. Only our “thumbs
down" signal for more punjshment
s meted to those who have fallen
ﬂla 1ife’'s contest—and might get up
‘again If only we'd lot them.
4 There's something wrong with a
olvilization that wastes its citizens.
#rhere's something awry with a
heme of justice that won't rest
contented to let past blunders be
ped out and human beingas start
~out with clean slates if they show
. desire to start over agaln on a
tter basia
Suppose a man has been a thief.
f he comes out of jall with a de-
“pire to go straight, isn"t he to be
,’nmn'od and permitted to “come
k" or ia he to bes distrusted

¥ the
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Paying the Penalty
WHAT THE ERRING WOMAN HAS TO FACE.

b everlastingdty and pushed back Into

the criminal course he has come to
loathe?

Buppose a woman has blundered
from the path of wirtue. It wshe
learns how precious are the ldeals
and standards of women who are
stronger or better protected or
wiser than wnhe, lan’'t she to be
given a chanoce to live by her new
light? Must she pay everlastingly
for her tragic weakness?

Bupposs we never tried to set
broken legs. Buppose we dldn't
fortify weak eyes with glasses or
strengthen weak lunges with clean
alr and good food. That would be
just about as wise as forcing moral
blunderers to become moral dere-

licte.
The f that a man or woman
wants to¥come back to paths of

respectability and to follow the
rules on law and order and de-
oency shows that it hasn’'t been
happy to live without the law,
The woman who struggles back
to the path of righteousness s
proving that the "“easlest way”
wasn't & flowery path. Recelving

her j(sn't going to make givis
fancy thpt they're free to take
their fling. It's golng to show

them that vice has little charm
for those who know her face.

The summer pays. Nature sees
to that. The normal courss of
events in & world run on law and
order basis wseesa to that. The
gams of life 'works out best when
played acoording to rules. We
nesdn't go beyohd the law and
nature In trying to wreak ven-
geance or justice or ‘wnatever
nams wa have for our own plitiless
cruelty.

The Hobby That Every Appy Tite

and Eppy Cure Loves to Ride

the toothsome
and unstinted goodness found in

LOFFLER’S
SAUSAGE

A rare combination of prime pork and
into full-flavored savoriness

nowrishment

An Absorbing
Romance

FOR LOVE

VA made svery possible excuse 4 Bhe colored a little. “I am to-
E for Phillp—perhaps he felt day.” B8She paused, then added, with
& sudden desperate courage: “I

shy with her * * * she
laughed at her wself for such a
thought, How could a man be shy
of the woman he loved?

Bhs wondered if perhaps she had
been too cold and stand-affish; the
thought made her cheeks burn.

“l won't think about it any more,’
the mede up her mind. “It will all
come right If I am patient.”

But she was thinking of It all the

would much rather talk to you.™

Bhe could not look At him as she
spoke; she almost felt as If she had
sald something forward,

Phillp did not answer for a mo-
ment, then he sald, formally: “That
18 very kind of you."

The words msounded ustilted, and
Eva felt as If a rough hand had
touched her heart.

This was not the sort of lover she
bad pletured for herself; this re-
rerved almost silent man, who was

afternoon. She playsd badly, and “‘z:"" formally polite.
her partner got irritable. hf:r e sat very. still, staring before

Eva apologized in oconfusion, but Phillp rose. He had been sitting
for almost the first time in her life on the arm of her chalr,
she did not care If she played or “Will you have some more tea?®
not, he asked,

And then a kindly shower came “No, thank you." Bhe tried to
down and soaked the courts, and Apeak naturally, but her volce quiv-
made further play impossible, ered.

Eva was thankful; she gave a He looked at her quickly and
little sigh of rellef as she ran to away again: her face was grim.
the house with the otherp, Will you—oh, do have some more

Philip took ‘hor racquet: “I'm tea,” he sald with helpless Impa-
afrald we shan’t be able to play any tience,
more today,” she sald, “No, thank you, really.” Bhe rose.

She laughed. J1 don’'t mind.”

He: looked at her ecuriously,
“Really! I thought you were never
tired of tennis.”

“I think T must be getting back; 1
promised mother I would not be
late, and the rain looks as If It
means to last.”

BY RUBY M. AYRES
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It was an excuse to get away, and +

he knew It as well as she d4id.

He took her cup and put it down
on the table.

“Very well—I
home."

Bhe protested,

will drive you

“Thers Is no need

~[t's nothing of a walk. I would
rather walk.”
His face grew obstinate, “I shal!

not allow you to walk.”

Eva sald good-by to Mrs. Winter-
dick and the few people who were
nearest her. Withouj knowing ex-
actly why, she felt as If this after-
noon she had touched on the fringe
of tragedy.

Philip brought
front door. He

the ecar to the
had put up the
hood He still wore his flannels,
and his sleeves were rolled back,
showing his brown muscular fore-
Rrms,

Eva sat beside him. Her handas
were clenched under the light rug
which he insisted that she use.

When they had driven perhaps
haif a mile Philip stopped the car.
He waas perfectly well aware of
what the girl at his side was think-
Ing and feeling. He wanted to try
to say something to make her hap-
pler; he wanted desperately to driva
that set look from her face, but all
he could stammer out was: “What's
the matter? What have I done?™

She tried to laugh. “What do you
mean? You haven't done anything
-—of course, you haven't.”

““Then look at me.” .

“lI would rather not.”

There was a little silence, then he
half turned in his seat. He put an
arm about her shoulders and forced
her to look at him.

“There are tears in your eyes,’ ' He
sald, angrily.

“What nonsense!

I—" It was no

use; Lhe tears were overflowing
now, and she covered her face with
her handa.

Philip Winterdick looked away
from her down the length of the
rain-drenched road.

He knew, without any words from
her that the first faint doubt was
slowly making its way up into her
heart, and he knew, too, If things
were allowed to drift on like this
much longer he would be powerless

to stop It,

“Look here,” he sald, desperately.
*You're disappointed in me, that's
what it is. I'm sorry—I'm afraid
I'm not muech of a ® & Jover.
o P SO BT 1 - isn't that I don't
feel * * ¢ don't mean * * o
things that perhaps another man

could say * * * It's only that—
such things—don't come easily to
- 8.

(Te be continued Tomorrow.)

THE WOMAN
OBSERVER

LOGIC 18 LOGIO,

Teacher I8 a fluffy, yallow-halred
little person whose colffure spreads
impartially over her entire head,
Both dalnty ears are securely pro-
tected by large and Ingeniously ar-
ranged “buns,” which always recall
to the Suburban Lady plctures in

her “0ld geography of the ladles of
the Malay Peninsula, whera most of
the tollet consists of elaborate halr
dressing.

On a recent morning the Subur-

By Ann Lisle

Whose Preaent Serial Has Wom a
Nation-Wide Sueccesn.

“ MUST see my brother Neal.

I I must ses Neal."”

Opening my eyes, 1 found
a white-ecapped nurse bending over
me anxiously.

“Mustn’t talk, dear,” she mur-
mured soothingly. “It hurts the
poor throat.

I shut my eyes and submitted,

“What day is this?

“Thursday. Hush, dear!” admon-
ished the nurse.

ban Lady Invaded the school where .‘;‘mm““ ses Neal”™ I whispered
her pet nephew 1is receiving his -

early education at the hands of the t Yes, dear, tomorrow, replied
flufly 1ittle teacher. Now Jimmle, ? ml.rlr.. Rl

the nephew, Is n very kind little lay quiet for a while. Present-
boy of serious mien, who is ob ly I began to realize how terribly
servant’ and Jlongs to be helpful my spipe ached. Then I found my-
Billy, his nelghbor, essayed a: | *0!f thinking, plecing things to-

gEether,

t ‘a b .
eacher's behest to read, and his die Then & Bew yhturs jumped out

/ A 3 lv

Elff:oh::mel‘lp:::rh‘:l:g ut:r:lrrtzn of my memory k% a Jack-in-the-
Severely she proclaimed her in- box, Again I rememberad the
abllity to hear Billy's words. slanting lips of the skulking man

Then very gravely Jimmis rose, I'd frightened from his post under
and to the consternation of Teacher the “"""‘“W'! here at Dreamwold.
and the amusement of various adult Dick “_ est, I wam sure It was
visitors, sald pleasantly, “Teacher Dick \\(-a‘t. Mins Hlorrs' must be
I think you could hear Billy If warned. I'd have to see Neal,
yvou'd take your hair off your ears! Hut the nurse came with medi-
L . cinen, I took the dose she gave

me and submitted to a treatment.

“Nurse, I have to ses my brother,
You must telephone for him, If I
have diphtheria and you're afrald
of hia getting 1t, let him atand
over In the doorway with a mask
or something on.

I began to ory weakly and the
nurse cama over to sooths me, but

IN PLAIN ENGLISH

Tha strain from
your over-burden-
ed nervea s dI
rected to narvey
not belng used

the tired muscles I pushed _her aside,
are relleved of “Does ANy one ocome to this
their hurden by room™ 1 nsked
causgsing anused “Of course,” replied the nurse
muscles to anssist uncasily
them-—this ja e | phs e -
dsimple story ofll \'}hn?‘ I demanded. 4
dmy treatments | TNow, dear. bs quiet
“Whe? Becauss If T may not
H ' H ﬂ | mea my brother, you'd bettar go
Ik Im down and ask the mald, Bertha,
. b o mn | If she wants to risk wsesing me
Smite 212, Vieter Dullidine or If T'Il have to tell you so you

ean make It clear to them In case
I me"”

The nurse starsd at me for a
moment, her Impassive face work-

iNepasite Mialte
Telephone Maln 729 I
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W}ten" a Girl Marries

AN ABSORBING SERIAL OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE.

ing strangely. Then sahas walked
over to the door with an abrupt-
ness I hadn't notleed In her move-
ments up to now.

After a little while she returned

and with her was Neal 1 won-
dered how she'd got hold of him
so quickly, but It was too much
trouble to ask.

“Hella, Babbsle, old girl!" sald
Neal tenderly. “Did she think we
were neglecting her when all we

want is to glve our girl a chanecs
to rest?™

“You wouldn't be here if I had
diphtheria?™ 1 asked, adding lame-
ly, "Or maybe you would If you
thought 1 needed you. Don't com*
too near, Neal! And you will ask
her to leave us alone?™

“Misas Rathbun, will you let me
have a little confidential chet with
my sister? asked Neal, with a
winning smlile.

“Is Father Andrew here, too?™ 1
asked, with sudden inspira*ion.

“Oh, no, he isn't here. 1 just
thought Id run out to msee how
things"—— began Neal.

“You're fibbing,” 1 announced
ErAavely, “Would it be falr to
Father Andrew to let him exposa
himself, tooT Or must 1 tell you,
now you've come?'

“Father Andrew lsn't heres,” re-
peated Neal.

“Of course he In" 1 Inslated

“Wouldn't he ba just as anxious as
youTt

“He'd ba herea If he knew you
weare slok,"” explained Neal gently
“But he doesn't. He was gone when
I telephoned yesterday mornfng.”

“He went home,” 1 moaned, with-
out seeing either of ua? Oh, Neal!
It must be serfious. He's in trouble,
too, And he dldn't tell us

“Now, don't get  yourself all
worked up, Babbale darling. There's
nothing serious the matier with
Dad. He went home becauss bual-
neas called, as well It might after
the long while he's been away.

“It's not natural he should go,

It's not natural at all!™ 1 eried
feverishly., “T've néver needed him
s much In all my life And he
knew (It He knew about Jim

Father Andrews wouldn't have gone
off and left me If he hadn't bean In
serious irouble of his own

(Te e sontinued Thursday.)

MORE PRIZE
RECIPES

LAYER CAKE OR PLAIN CAKE.

I1b sugar.

¥ 1b. lard,

X Ib. butter,

4 rEER

1 pint milk,

1% 1b. flour (G. Medal).

3 teaspoons baking powder (Rum-
ford),

Cream lard, butter and sugar
good, add egge, milk, last flour and
baking powder.

This will make 4%
layer cakeas.

COCOANUT ICING,

Whites of 1 egg xxxx sugar and

cocoanut.—Mrs., Clarence J. Foster,
Mt. Rainler, Md.

Iba., or two
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I OUun PASTRY SECTRON
CORNWELL'S
Pastripuffe

Q URRANT jelly
cresting golden
custard! Bounte-
ously bestowed in
a crusty, tlaky
ring of Paris Puff|
pastry.

AWIWIDIIDIW 1 I

Pastriphone
Main 875
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““ORNWELLS
1415 H Streel
L IE 3 35 3
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Is Marriage a Success?

WHAT SOME OF

FROM A CHAUFFEUR'S WIFE.

FOR one, will say, No! Not if a

girl marries a chauffeur. I have

baen married three years, have
one child. I go to busineas lately and
have caught my husband five times
Joyriding with young Egirls. When
I say anything to him about it he
says, “Oh, these little ‘bums’'—aurely
you are not jealous of them: any
men with a car can have them for
the aaking.”

I have spoken to over a dozen
wives of chauffeurs, and they all are
very unhappy. 1 have so far met
only one who is happy, and she told

_me the only way she found happl-

ness was to shut her eyes to every-
thing, even when her husband would
stay out all night.

But tell me what self-respecting
woman can llve with a man and
keep her eyes shut just because he
Elvea her part of his pay? Not L
I ean work, and am now planning
to leave my husband, and some day,
perhaps, I will meet a man who Is
satisfled with one woman. I know,
however, he will not be a chauffeur,

A DISILLUSIONED, HEART-

BROKEN WIFE.

OUR READERS SAY

tiful, refined girl, whoe ressmbled
r a hot-house flower, After our mar-
riage, what were necessities to her =
were luxuries to me. But when /5
thought of her former envirunmenl
I could readily understand that ll'.
was not her fault but it was mine

Because 1 loved an orchid and

expected the hardiness of a dog y
wood was not her fault. Beo, In
#tead of becoming disgusted, T be-
came Inspired, and mnow hold =a

L

position that enables me to gilve |
my wife all she wants.
It Is my greatest pleasure, and

we are very happy.
disadvantage that I had was that
my wife could not help me lke
yours with her teaching piano, 1
had to pull the load myssif

No! No divorces are possibl=
where love blooms, else misery
shall follow you Jorever.

Another thing—are you not a
1ittle one-sided? Be fair and you
will be happy. GEORGE A,

Delicious Ice Cream

IN PURE FRUIT FLAVORS
PROMPTLY DELIVERED
DAILY AND SUNDAY

The only great

*-

WIFE INSPIRED HIM, 1000 N. Y. ?ﬂ Ao
ton, ‘where T met my wife, & Dese. (| Seiebiished 1008 Fheue Sete S
On Old Southern Plantations
~»,  Bacon Curing Was a Rite
With elaborate preparations,
“ the smoking and curing of bacon
) for the household was done un-
\ der the direction of the Mistress
o of. the Manor. Each family had
its priceless formula for preserving
Y3 the savory sweetness of the meats.
r’ '
SWINDELL’S
3

The Most Popular at All Markets,

QUALITY
BACON

Is cured by a proc-
ess perfected by ages of
experimenting. Southern
sugar - curing
of choice
young pork-
ers Insures
succulent
sweetness In
every plece,
iIn pound
and half.
pound pack-
ages, thin-
sliced.

Chain Stores and Groceries.




